162                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

CLXXXVII.

CANNES, January 7, 1859.
THERE is a great number of Englishmen
here. I dined day before yesterday at Lord
Brougham's with I know not how many
misses, freshly arrived from Scotland, to
whom the sight of the sun seemed to cause
great surprise. If I had the talent to de-
scribe costumes I would amuse you with
theirs. Good-by, dear friend, I wish I could
send you some of my sunlight. Take care
of yourself and think of me.

CLXXXVIII.

CANNES, January 22, 1859.
A MARVELLOUS moonlight, not a cloud,
the sea as polished as a mirror, no wind. I
am convinced that the light does me more
good than the heat. We had a day of rain
and I felt horrible spasms. As soon as the
sun returned, Richard was himself again.rgo of illustrious guests is
